"When His Majesty enters and greets you, what will
you say?"

"How do you do?" I told him.

"That will be impertinent!" he warned me impres-
sively, and he began to instruct me what I was to say in
reply to the King.

His Majesty entered with the heavy tread of a being
who was confident that his palace was solidly built. The
fact that His Majesty does not bend his legs, keeps his
arms rigidly to his sides and does, not stir a' limb, adds
greatly to the grandeur of his deportment. His eyes,are
likewise immovable, as the. eyes of an inflexible being
accustomed to gazing into the future should be.

I bowed, my escort saluted, His Majesty graciously
wriggled his moustaches.

"What can I dq( for you?" he inquired in a solemn
voice.

"I have come, *Your Majesty," I replied, as instructed,
'"to, sip a few immortal drops from the ocean of your wis-

"I trust I shall be none the duller for that," the
monarch retorted wittily.
"That, Your Majesty, is impossible," I replied, re-
spectfully playing up to his subtle humour.
"Well then, let us converse!" he said. "When talk-
-ing to a monarch one should stand, but you may sit
down ... if it will not make you uncomfortable. ..."
I was quickly getting used to the novel situation,
and so I took a seat. His Majesty hunched his shoulders
in silence and let them fall again. I observed that when
the King, spoke his tongue moved-, but all the rest of him
preserved its majestic immobility. He took two evenly